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The following Elegies were written at the 3 age of nineteen 
which to young readers will, perhaps, be a ſufficient apology for 
T their incorrectneſs. It was a real and unhappy attachment which 

impelled mw author to endeavour to expreſs his feelings in this 
manner; they were compoſed, not by ſhady brooks but 
amidſt A, waſte of waters, and the roar of tempeſts. — The 
tranſlations from Propertius wore added fince at the deſire of a 
friend, and are intended as a ſpecimen of the manner of that 
poet, who has not, I believe, yet appeared in Engliſh. 


_—_ ECB ix tn em 
" 4 * 
N = 
og IT TOY ROY eee .- ee - 4 55 
7 
2 
* = 1 1 
- PF x 
i * 11. C 5 — 4 
— 
| þ 5-3 # £7 1134-1 * on . . 
„ 5 * 
* * I 3 5 
# : 2. 5 ——_— 1 
„ . 
4 3 4 


ü r n a NS r ö Nr as + a 


- 7 * 9 # 2 ” 

hy #5 : * F . CY . A \ ” a 

$ : * 8 * „ C & #4 1 
P , ” x 


ri. 1 


LOVE ELEGIES, &. 


E L E G V I. 
ELIA! L once was chearful, blithe, auen, 340 
But fince thy image has my ſoul poſſeſt, 


How has each flattering proſpect ſwam away, 5 
What maddening anguiſh thrills my tortur d . 


For thoſe whoſe coffers boaſt the hoarded gold, 
Whoſe ſilken veſtments with embroidery 1 

Pleaſure for them her ſmiling cup ſhall hold, 
And ciroling roſes round their brows” entwine. | 


Let them lead beauty thro the feſtive dance, 
Let beauty liſten to their ſoothing tale; 

Th' enlivening tabor all their joys enhance, 
On nature's choiceſt, ſweeteſt fruits regale. 


I, doom'd on ſtormy ſeas to waſte my days, 
No more ſhall range the dew-beſprinkled mead ; 
Delighted liſten to the linnets lays, 
Or tuneful muſic of the rural reed. 
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Whoſe ſnow-capt ſummits emulate the wy; : 
There in oblivion may my name be loſt, 


Midſt froſts eternal there 1 W% e dic. * 
Or bend my way toward Africk's "ns ſhore, 

Where prowling leopards preſs the burning plain, 
Where ſhaggy lions thro' the defart roar, +. 


Where the dry Dipſa drags her venom'd train. 
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Or may ſome tempeſt intercept my courſe, | | © 7 

Beneath the briny waves immerſe. my head. 9 1 
Freely I'd meet the tempeſt's utmoſt force, 
For ftirely Love will not torment the dead. 


If as thou walkthrough the accuſtom d . 

To taſte che fragrance-of the evening breeze. 
Whilſt Zephyr for thee ſcents the ambient gale, 
And gay plum' d ſongſters Hail chee from the trees. 


Or where the pier projected curbs the main, 910 35. 
With thy gay troop if haply thou Gould fray, 0 

In terms pathetic may ſome friendly ee | 
My fate difafirous to thine ear convey. 


Wilt thou then, Delia] view with tearful eye, 
The varying ſurface of th* ineonſtant deeß; 
Give to my memory one. pitying' ſigh, 03 gil bali 
And ſay, At gt ay all his forrows ſleep!” 
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ON VIEWING SOME PAINTED FLOWERS. 


* E flowers, that to my mind recall the time 
When ſunk in languor, enervate through love, 
I vented fond complaints i in idle rhyme, 


On leaden pinions each dull hour did move.. 


A painted floweret then my chief employ, 
Abſurdly trifling through the tedious days, 
Beguil'd by airy hopes,. miſtaken boy, 


I tun'd vain ſonnets to vain Delia's praiſe. 


Say. ſt thou, what magic verſe could love diſarm ? 
What incantations broke the potent ſpell ? 
What could diffolve the faſcinating charm ? 
The maddening paſſion from thy breaſt expell? 


Say, was it reaſon wrought the wond'rous cure, 
And bad thy reſcu'd fancy freely range? 

Ah! no, for reaſon own'd a flame fo pure, 
Reaſon herſelf forbad my love to change. 


Or, was her memory by abſence loſt? 

Ah! no, my fancy ſtill her form retain'd;; 
Whether the wide Atlantick main I croſs d, 

Or ſought the ſeas where frozen horrors reign'd.. 


Or: 
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Or did the tempeſt thee from phrenzy fave ? 
No, my firm love all dangers durſt abide ; 
Her name could charm the ruin-threat'ning wave, 


Could make the horror ſtriking blaſt ſubſide. = 


Ah! no, ſhe ſcorn'd me, and her proud diſdain 
Why ſhould my verſe my weakneſs ſtrive to hide; 
Has to myſelf reſtor'd my heart again, 

For Delia's beauty equals not her pride. 


Delia can nought but riches now behold, _ 
Grandeur has dazzled her once radiant eyes; 
She views my habit unadorn'd with gold, 
My low-roof*d cottage unemblazon d riſe, 


Retort her ſcorn, retort her proud neglect, 
Henceforth my ſoul be deaf to love's alarms ; 

Tho' all the graces had this charmer deck'd, 
A fading flow ret are thoſe boaſted charms. 


Be free and joyous as the mounting lark, 


When from his ſod upborne on ſounding wings, 
He ſeems to make the ſkies his lofty mark, 


And loud to roſy-finger d morning ſings. 


Quit then, my muſe, the lonely ruſtic grove, 

When next thou ſing'ſt to higher themes aſpire ; 
No more my Dorick reed breathe ſtrains of love, 
No more for Delia ſound my idle Lyre. 
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H ! me, what perils human life await! 
What ills diſturb unhappy man's repoſe! 
Unknown misfortunes his defigns defeat, 


And faithleſs friends ſhall ſharpen all his woes. 


For me, who vainly thought myſelf ſecure, 
And brav'd audacious all the ſtings of fate; 
How chang'd my lot, impatient now endure _ 
Winter's dire blaſts, and Delia's ſcorn and. hate ! 


O! deareſt Delia, deepeſt wound of heart, 
To this compar'd all other ills were light; 

My breaſt is harrow'd with continued ſmart, 
Deny'd thy love, and baniſh'd from thy ſight. 


I, unappall'd, could hear the tempeſt howl; 
I, undiſmay'd,. could the broad ſurge ſurvey ; 
Could dauntleſs view the livid light'nings roll, 
If Delia's favour chear'd my lonely way. 


But, ah | no ſmile has yet my vows repaid, 
No ſoftening words have ſooth'd my raging pain; 
For know, that proud that avaricious maid, 
Whoever gains muſt by his wealth obtain. 


C Yet 


1 
et fay, can Delia turn her thoughts on gold ? 
Or lurks there pride beneath a form divine? 
Can ſuch a boſom ſordid paſſions hold ? 
Has hated avarice found ſo fair a ſhrine ? 


Why ſhould I fear the bellowing foamy ſweep ? A 
What has a luckleſs lover more to fear? UV 
Hide me, ye tempeſts, in the briny deep, 
Nor let her more my vain complainings hear. 
- The biting North wind bellows round my head, 
The waves reſponſive to the frowning ſky, 
Combine to fill my ſidden'd heart with dread; 
My once fair hopes on ſwifteſt pinions fly. 
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IN THE BEGINNING OF THE TROUBLES IN. AMERICA. 


HAT rumour's this, which croſs the Atlantic roar, 
Alarms our Albion's chalky clifted iſle? 


Ist freedom's voice, that from the Weſtern ſhore = 
Denounces purple! rage and civil bro? 190 avol BA 


Is it the voice of heroes truly brave, 
Who nobly arm to fave their dying laws ? 
Does patriot war her awful banners wave ? 


Or does rebellion ſtain their guilty cauſe ? 


Has Albion ſtrove her children to enthrall, 

Has Albion ſought to lead her ſons in chains: 
No, proud Iberia or high vaunting Gaul, 

Muſt own that Albion thought ſo mean diſdains. 


No, — factious chiefs the mob to madneſs fire, 
And bid them blindly Britain's vengeance dare; 
At independent empire they aſpire, 

For this th' embattled legions they prepare. 


For me, acknowledg'd beauty's willing ſlave, 
Who own myſelf in ſilken fetters bound, 


- TI leave theſe quarrels to the high and brave, 
Nor rouze my ſpirits at the trumpet's ſound. 


I only 
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I only aſk to live her ſlave for life, | 
I ſeek not honour's hallowed wreath to gain: 
My only wiſh would be to call her wife; 
Content with her an humble village ſwain. 


In vain ſhould patriot war her ſtandards rear, 
a If Delia calld me to the rural dale; 


Tho dear my un. Delia were more dear, 
And love o er every paſſion would prevail. 
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A RE then my towering hopes extinguiſh d quite? 
Muſt black deſpair for ever cloud my broõ-ꝰ7 
Muſt my ſad heart know never more delight? 
And ſhall my breaſt no more with tranſport glow 2 


Delia, 'tis true, on Egon turns her ey e, 
And 'tis for Egon only Delia ſmiles; 
To pleaſure Egon ſeems her whole employ, 
For him diſplays her ſoul-bewitching wiles. 


Delia, for Egon, culls the freſheſt flowers; 
'Tis Xgon leads her ever in the dance: 
For freſh enjoyments mark their fleeting hours, 
And in one ſhining round their lives adrance.. an bod 


Delia, for him, ſhall raiſe the pleaſing ſong; 
For him ſhall ſweetly ſtrike the quiv'ring wire; 
For him ſhall every tender ſtrain prolong, 
In notes that wake ineffable deſire. 
Whilſt I (for fortune ever on me frown'd) 
Am doom'd/to range o'er ſeas for needful food; 
To quit my ſacred t home, my native ground, 
And tempt the wild expanſe, the raging flood. HA 
* D* eee Perhaps 
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Perhaps you'll aſk, Who is this favour'd youth ? 
Bears he the Pythian Phcebus's graceful mien? 


Or is his ſoul inform'd with radiant truth ? 
Are in his mind celeſtial virtues ſeen ? 


No vain enquirer no, he need not boaſt 
Celeſtial virtue or the god-like mien ; 
For themes like theſe are now on woman loſt, 
Gold is the ſpring that moves the whole machine. 


No, he has boaſted what his Sire poſleſs'd, 


Perhaps with gems has deck'd her braided hair ; 
Himſelf in gawdy ſhining habits dreſt, 
And ſooth'd with flattery the capricious fair. 


For me, I had no ſhining wealth to ſhow, 
No pearls to give to glitter in her ear; 
I had no coſtly preſents to beſtow, 
I had but love—yet that was love ſincere. 


Let him diſplay his father's hoarded ſtores, 

And, fraught with products of each diſtant land, 
Shew her his veſſels proudly reach the ſhores, 

As arm in arm they tread the ſhelvy ſtrand. 


And let her, pleas'd with what ſhe ſees, applaud 
His wit vivacious, {mile at his coarſe jeſt ; 

Aſk him what wonders he has ſeen abroad, 
Bid him deſcribe how Pruſſia's dames are dreſt. 


TW 
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I'll try to chaſe this weakneſs from my mind ; 


Why ſhould A langaifh 2 4 vepal fair? 


Some happier hour may ſhew a maid more kind, 
Who makes not ſordid wealth her utmoſt care. 
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That round my heart in 8 plays; 
Still muſt my muſe purſue her favourite theme, 


Still thy lov'd name's the ſubject of my lays. 


Nor thou diſdain to hear my artleſs tale, 
Each word injurious that my rage has faid 
I here retract, ah! little words avail, 

Perſuaſive gold alone can win a maid. 


Yet think not thou, allur'd by tinſel ſhow, 
That only ſplendor happineſs can be 
On me the fates no riches did beſtow, 

Yet had I wealth, what would I not for thee. 


The pearls of Ormus then ſhould deck thy veſt, 

The Perſian tiſſue ſhould thy limbs enfold ; 

Golconda's radiant gems beam o'er thy breaſt, 
Muſcovia's furs preſerve from wintry cold. 


It pleas'd with toys like theſe my Delia ſmil'd, 
For her I'd traverſe this terreſtrial ball; 

| Nor frozen ſeas, nor Africk's ſultry wild, 

| Inſpir d by thee and love, ſhould me — 


Thou 


1 
Thou ſea- ſprung Goddeſs! hear a failor's prayer, 
O! touch with pity, touch her gentle mind; 


Convey theſe ſighs of fondneſs to my fair, 
She is not form'd of unrelenting kind. 


How vain my vows | how vain my fruitleſs prayers ! 1 


Ye winds diſperſe them, and ye waters drown; 
Should Delia hear them, yet in vain ſhe hears, 
With look diſdainful, and repelling frown, 
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AF where is now my former thirſt of fame; 
wr The noble ardour that once fir d my foul, | 
When 1 *midft honour's ſons: defir'd a name, 


Ere love each bolder paſſion | could controul Y 


I curious long' d to paſs the Weſtern main, 
And wiſh'd each diſtant region to explore; 
To ſeek the coaſts where ſprings eternal reign, 

To viſit Orient India's ſpicy ſhore. 


But now I wiſh to trifle life away, 

To fit inglorious in my native ſhade; 
Idly to tune the Elegiac lay, 

And ftrive to bend by verſe a cruel maid. 


In vain may India boaſt her breeze perfum'd, 
In vain the fragrance of her citron groves; | 
My heart, the ſlave of haughty beauty doom'd, 


No more it's former ſearches now approves. 


In liſtleſs languor now I paſs the day, 
And ſleepleſs ſighs diſturb the ſilent night; 

Ah! what avails it that I once was gay, 

N heart was eaſy, and my ſpirits light! 


Conſum'd 
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Conſum'd by love my drooping heart decays, 


My mirt IIIb. irits are for ever flown; 1 
On me her j iron han 


> her jr d deſpondence lays, 


And exiles every hope of fair renown. . ©* 


Tir'd is my fanch, pall d my every thought, | WL Wd 1 
Nor can T abght but Delia riow "16 of pr 
Adieu the glories 1 ſo long have fought, 12 7 1 0 


My hopes of fame, my hopes of wealth, adieu! 


In vain may keaſon on W Whiſper * oh thou art poor,“ ps 217911 11 
In vain ſhe bids me “ tread the ſteps of care: 


1 
She points the phrenzy paſt her pow'r to cure, 
7 2 1 # (1 # - 
For tell me reafon—is not Delia fair 
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T* erg e ſucceeds the "I dap. ... 1 „ 85 
. breathes the Weſtern, gale along « the main; oh 
Ober this ſea-girted mo e 1 lonely ſtray, 


And in wild numbers to the winds complain. | 8 


If here the penfye muſe, ſhall wing her flight, 
I To hear the billows laſh-th' oppoſing ſhore, 
Shall more than ſweeteſt ſounds mine ear delight, | 
Than Delia's voice | enchanting muſic more. 
For me, nor beauty ſhall beguile the hour, 
Nor ſacred friendſhip her aſſiſtance lend; 


For me, nor muſic ſhall exert her pow'r, 
Nor Peinture's glowing hand mine eye attend. 
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Nor more my muſe attempts her Delia's praiſe, 
Her ſmile celeſtial, her victorious eyes, 

In raptur'd numbers ſhe no more diſplays, 

For haughty Delia would the ſtrains deſpiſe. 


Ah ! no —thoſe charms which for the morn excel, 
Let them proclaim who are her favour'd train ; 

No more Tis mine her every grace to tel], 

Her eye" contemptuous glanc d on me diſdain. 
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"Tis mine to wander, unobſery'd by all, 
Where the hoarſe ſurges o'er the ſtrand refound ; 
To court the muſe and wait her friendly call, | 
When gathering darkneſs wraps the world around. 


Should any aſk—what heart ſurcharg d with care, 
Could thus delight at night's lone hour to roam; 
Perhaps a tale like this may meet his ear, 
When fate on me has fix d th! intended doom. 
Plain was his perſon and his habit mean, 
« No gawdy veſture rich in Tyrian dye ; 
No grace of form, no elegance of mien, 
« To charm the fancy or allure the eye. 


« Oft have we mark d him, as with downcaſt eye 
« And look dejected he was wont to ſtray, 

« When ev'ning's paly ſtar firſt deck'd the ſky, 
« No blithe companion chear'd his joyleſs way. 


© Like one whom luckleſs love a wretch had made, 
« When ſunk in ſlumber was the neighb'ring town, 
© Oft thro" yon abbey's ſhaggy iſles he ſtray d, 
« The lonely votary of the midnight moon. 


“Oft where yon height mocks the rude daſhing wave, 
« Ere from the Eaſt up roſe the golden morn, 
In uncouth. numbers wildly would he rave, 
| c Like one bereft of hope, of all forlorn. 
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Him wayward fate to varying climates bore, 
V Oft he the fury of the tempeſt try d; 
« Far, far from Albion's chalky clifted ſhore, 
« He midſt the ſurges hoarſely- ſounding — died. 


What were his faults ſhall be diſclos'd to all, 
e And.what his virtues ſhall at large be read, 

« When fires ethereal wrap this rolling. ball, * 
ec When Heav'n's loud clarion ſhall arouze the dead!“ 


. 
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BY MOON LIGHT. 


1 ſtar- attended regent of the night, 


In Heav'n's blue vault ſuſpends her lamp ſerene; 
My fancy paints her by the ſhadowy light, 
With ſportive virgins tripping o'er the green. 


The vernal buds on eyery ſhrub appear, 
Zephyr ſoft whiſpering, ſtealing thro the dale; 
Whilſt ſhe, the faireſt bloſſom of the year, 

| Shall add new fragrance to the balmy gale. 


O! may her pitying fancy hither turn 

To him, who, bounding o'er the ſpacious main, 
Her cold averſion ever dooms to mourn, 

Whoſe every hour is fraught with ceaſeleſs pain. 


Then may the generous tear ſuffuſe her cheek, 
Then may her boſom ſoft ſenſations know; 
Henceforth her ſoul with bleſt endeavour ſeek, 
Not to augment but to alleviate woe. 


Though often changing, like th' inconſtant moon, 
Her ſmiles capricious will not long endure ; 
Yet fabled Cynthia, at © her higheſt noon,” 


Bears not a fairer form, a mind more pure. 


The 


22 J 
The queen of night has heard my fond complaint, 
The riſing ſun witneſs d my tender tale; 
On her alone my utmoſt wiſh is bent, 
O! may my ardent vows for her prevail! 
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Unwiſe who firſt the charm of Nature loſt, 
With Tyrian purple ſoil'd the ſnowy ſheep ; 
Unwiſer ftill who ſeas and mountains croſt, 
To dig the gem. or ſearch the pearly deep. 
HAMMOND. 


PAR be the thoughts of grandeur from my mind, 


Far be ambition baniſh'd from my breaſt ; 
Let av'rice there no ſettled manſion find, 
I aſk but only, thee to make me bleſt. 


Let others wealth with eager hope purſue, 

To diſtant climates tempt the dang'rous way: 
To them be riches and be. honours due, 

My humbler wiſh is with my fair to ſtay. 


Let them the rage of icy ſeas diſdain. 
And bound exulting o'er the wat'ry roar, 
Contemn the peril. and deſpiſe the pain, 
And view enraptur'd their augmented ſtore. 


Let them undaunted range o'er. India's ſhore, 
Where the bold Luſian firſt his fails diſplay d; 
Or dig the gem, or ſeek the golden ore, 
I only aſk. to pleaſe one partial. maid. 


G. | Better: 
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Better with her and peace at home to live, 
Tho' nothing ſplendid a, that, home was ſeen ; 
Yet there content her ſoft delights would give, 
The tranquil boſom, and the ſoul ſerene. 


But where does fond imagination ſtray ? . 

What horrid proſpects meet my ſtartled eye! 

That ftrives in vain to pierce the lengthen'd way, 
The ſeas, the ſhaggy tracts that 'tween us lye. 


While ſudden ruſhing on the wounded fight, 
The duſky mountain or the barren ſtrand, 
Where ice ſurrounding binds the rocky height, 
And riſing fogs O erſhade the ſavage land. 
Then pain'd remembrance fickens at the th6ught, os 
Then heartfelt anguiſh rends the lab'ring breaft ; 
The tortur'd mind by varying paſſions wrought,' © | * 
With fears diſtracted: and with doubts. diftreſh,,.,{; 
Then black deſpondence overwhelms my fo” ba, 
And languid ſorrow exiles every hope; 
And flow tH gloemy moments fett to fölt; 4 


And ſlow the ſun deſeends the Weſter ſlope. 
7 f + : * 4, = : : 1 ' ' x ; 
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Et Merito quoniam potui fugiſſe puellam, 
Nunc Ego deſertas alloguor Alcyonas. 


ES, 'tis allow'd I merit what I feel, 
Who could deſert a lovely blooming maid ! 
Surely my heart was form'd of Scythian ſteel, 
Thus to forſake the girl my vows betray! 1 


Here is no youthful virgin to entice, 
And with perſuaſion bland her heart allure: 
Now to the ſcreaming gulls I raiſe my voice, 
And bid them witneſs what I now endure. 125 


Nor Caſliope ſheds ber friendly light, 
Nor o'er my veſſel beams one friendly ray; 
Chearleſs I wander thro the gloom of night, 
And vainly to th' unpitying ſurges pray. 


a>. _ —— 4 — 


The 


[ Is 
The winds avenge my abſent Cynthia's cauſe ; 
What horror howls in evry threat'ning blaſt ! 


To whelm the wretch who, ſcorning Cupid's laws, 
Hop'd thro' the waves ſecurely to have paſt. 


Yet will no pitying fate this ſtorm appeaſe, 

I aſk not freedom from my preſent pains 
I only beg that, fav'd from toſling ſeas, 
A little earth may hide theſe cold remains. 


Thou injur'd maid, if thou forgive, twill change 
Fheſe fond complaints to notes of blither found : 

It is enough that thro' wild waves I range, 
When night her ' darkeſt ſhade has caſt around. 


At my fad fate wilt thou not drop the tear, 
And to thy boſom claſp my breathleſs clay; 

1 know thou wilt, for truth and love ſincere, 
And meek-ey' d pity, all that boſom ſway. 


* Ah! periſh he, who firſt the ſhip. prepar d, 

And plough'd with looſen d fails the treach'rous deep; 3 
Who firſt to brave each wat' ry peril dar'd, 

And leſt ſome favourite girl behind to weep. 


Had he not better ſigh d at beauty 's feet, 
Tho beauty oft unkind and haughty prove; 
Vet haply he ſome gentle maid might meet, 
Who would his flame return. with, equal love. 


Than. 


Ah pereat quicunque rates, . et vela paravit,. 
Primus et invito gurgite ſecit iter. 
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Than thus benighted on the ruthleſs main, 
Beſet with perils near an unknown ſhore, 

To the dark ſkies to lift his eyes in vain, 
The help of ſome kind planet to implore. 


If on this ſhore the fates ſhall end my woes, 
And love to me ſhall raiſe the ſculptur'd urn, 

My Cynthia on my grave ſhall caſt the roſe, 
And with torn treſſes her loſt lover mourn. 


And when at length in tears departing flow, 
She ſadly ſighing will pronounce my name; 
And fay, O earth! preſs light the youth below, 
« Once held me dearer than his life or fame.” 


Ve wat'ry nymphs of beauteous Doris' train, | 
With fav'ring breath impell my flowing fail ; 
If Cupid's influence ever reach'd the main, 
O let the vows of Cupid's ſlave prevail! 


. —_— 
E R OF E RTI U S. 


LQueritis unde mibi taties ſeribantur amores ? 
 Unde meus veniat mollis in ora liber ® 


A SK you why love ſo oft my verſe employs, 
Why theſe ſoft ſtrains are ever on. my tongue; 

My genius, know a beauteous maid ſupplies, 

Nor Phœbus nor the Muſe dictate, my * 


If ſhe but walk in ſilken robes array d, 
To her ſoft. veſture I'd whole volumes raiſe ; 
Or ſhould her careleſs. locks her forehead ſhade, 
It were her lover's pride thoſe: locks to praiſe. 


When ſhe with ivory fingers ſtrikes the lyre, 
I I on her graceſul hands tranſported: gaze; 
Or if her wearied eyes to ſleep retire, 

A thouſand cauſes wake her poet's lays.. 


Or- 


4 8 2 ] : 
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Or if with well-feign'd grief ſhe ſeems to mourn,* 
When all her charms unveil'd' mine eyes delight, 


Her ſcatter'd garments by her lover torn, 
I to her beauties could whole Iliads write. 


Whatever ſhe ſhall do, whatever fay, . 

Tho' verieſt trifles are her deeds and words, 
My pen to future ages ſhall convey; 

Her ſlighteſt acts my hiſtory records. 


O] had the fates on me beſtow'd the pow r, 
In ſounding verſe to tell the wartior's fame; 
Think'ft thou, Mecænas, I would loſe an hour 
From hier dear arms, to gain a deathleſs name. 


L would not then the horrid wars relate, 
Which the Titanian giants wag'd with Jove, - 


When Pelion groan'd beneath th* enormous wetght: 


Of Offa pil'd- th* Olympian hill above. 


Nor tell of ancient Thebes, nor Ilion's fame, 
(lion, majeſtic Homer's lofty theme, 

Nor Perſia's proud yet baffled tyrant blame, 
Who vainly thought to bind the gliding ſtream. 


Seu nuda ercyto mecum luctatur amictu, 
Tunc vero I6ngas condimus—Iliadas. 


Similar inſtances of the rough methods of ' courtſhip practiſed by the ne may 
be found in Tibullus; the barbarity of this cuſtom even the Dutch commentator. 


Brockhuſius ſeverely condemns, 


Nor 


"fl 
* 


he cruel Cimbri's vaunts or Marius great, 
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Nor "a the dawnings of the Roman ſtate, 


Nor former Carthaginian wars recite; 


Who thoſe barbarian ſpoilers forc” d to flight. | | 


1 would thy Cæſar's glorious acts declare, 


(And thou to Cæſar bear'ſt the ſecond Place) 


Mutina's ſiege, Philippi's civil war, 


What ſhameful routs Sicilian fleets 8 


The downfall of Etruria' s ancient ſtate, = 
The Ptolemzan ſhores, the Pharian iſle; 


How vanquiſh'd Egypt mourn'd her adverſe fate, 


When Czfar's triumph ſhew'd her ſev'n mouth dN ile. 


Of captive kings in golden fetters bound, 
How Actian trophies grace the facred way, 

* Thee till my muſe beholds with glory crown'd ! 
Or clad in arms, or in the peaceful day! 


Achilles to the Gods his truth declar d, 
Great Theſeus to th* inſernal powers avow v'd; 


| What one for brave Menztius's ſon had dar' d, 


What love the other for Pirithous ſhow'd. 


But, ah! this breaſt feels not the Gacred . 
Which the divine Callimachus inſpir'd; 


To ſing of mighty Jove the dreadful ire, 
When from his bolts Enceladus retir d. 
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* Mecænas. 
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Nor can my harſh and TEA verſe recite, 
Of mighty Cæſar the exalted name; 
Some nobler bard the ſu by ect might i Invite, 
To raiſe aboye our rygian fires his fame. 


Dil i 


The boiſterous flor tells of winds and' "hog ; 
His cattle are the ſturdy ploughman's s care: Yi 

To talk of ſheep muſt ſtill the ſhepherd pleaſe ; TIN 
The ſoldier counts his wounds, and ſhows cach _ 


For me, who am by narrow walls refrain d, 
Ill ſuits it mighty battles to diſplay ; 
Still in the art in which his youth was train d, 
- The artiſt only ſhould conſume the day. 


I grant it merits praiſe i in love to die; 

Far greater commendation to poſleſs, 
If you alone your miſtreſs may enjoy z — - 

O that my love my vows alone would bleſs! 
Well I remember oft ſhe usd to blame, 

The light capricious maids whom fancy ſway d; 


And ftain'd with perjur d Helen's: guilty name, 
To Homer's page a leſs applauſe ſhe paid. — 


* Say, ſhould I try to celebrate the bowl, 
The cruel Rae + for her fon Fa par 'd? 
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There is an obſcurity in thedriginal of this- paſſage ; the poet ſeems to mean, that 
attempting ſubjects above his abilities might be more deſtructive of his reputation, 


than the poiſon of Phædra, Medea, &c, — Axon. 
+ Phedra, 


I Or 


: 
E 


* 
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Or brazen Cedchi plung e in Sk x 6 8. 
No, ſince one girl my 152 could diſarm, 
One girl alone m y fun ral pile requires. | 


Corporeal pains can W relieve, 
Love, only love, from it's phyſician . bs un 


Love only the diſeaſed can, deceive, 


And for it cure upon itſelf relies. | 
bd YA T5; 61% 


Thy ſkill, Machaon, : PhiloRetes. heal'd, ./, err 


. 


Gave dead Androgeus to review the light. 


Th' Hæmonian youth the wound: the ſpear had made, 


Felt the ſame ſpearihad/-pow'r again to cloſe; 
The hoſtile weapon freely lent it's ad, 


But, ah! what ſteel has pow'r, to heal my + 


He who could drive this madneſs from my breaſt; | 4 
Might give to greedy Tantalus the _ g flee | 


Might bid th' accurſed fiſters be at reſt, 


And view their urns with. conſtant. ſtreams O anon... 


The fame TN” looſe from the Caucaſian rock, 
The wretch whom Jove has deſtin'd there to tay; 


es from his ſhackled linibs the bolts unlock, 


e rams: Js entrails. chak;, the Mo Ren. = 
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And Phœnix, Chiron could reſtbre to bebt 10 21 
The Epidaurian. God in Cretan field. 


8 
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But when the fates demand my vital breath; 
And my ſhort name a little ſtone ſhall bear; 
Wilt thou, Mecznas, to my life and death 
Give their due praiſe, and drop one friendly tear, 


Wilt thou, the pride and envy of our youth, 
If near my grave propitious chance thee leads; 
Wilt thou, to prove thy friendſhip and thy truth, 
* Stop ſhort thy Britiſh car and fiery ſteeds? 


With breaking heart wilt thou then piteous ſay, 
Such words for thee my fancy has ſupplied? _ 

t Unhappy youth reduc'd to breathleſs clay; 
« By a proud woman's Fuel ſcorn he died. 


Si te forts meo ducet via proxima buſto, 
Eſſeda celatis ſiſte Britanna jugis. 
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